"B"                                                  INDIAN
rat up by runner, for "Nobs," to Colonel James's
bungalow.*
I visited the kitchen garden as usual. I don't
seem to get any better at facing this heat: I always
have to stop a moment and gather my forces
together before I plunge into that quivering yellow
veil, which is the sunlight of India. Breaking into
it from the shade makes me feel as if I had been
hit. Of course it's not quite so hot now as it has
been, but it doesn't seem to make any difference in
the mornings.
The radishes aren't ready yet. The head gardener
came up just as I was gingerly replacing the young
innocent I had unearthed, but my conversation has
still to be confined to waving my hands in all
directions and saying "acha." I wish I could talk
to him: I am sure he would be interesting about
flowers in this climate. He is a fine-looking old
man.
Each time I come back from the kitchen garden
that line of poinsettias, which seems to march along-
side the bungalow, looks more wonderful than ever.
The living quality of that scarlet makes me want
to hold my breath: it is glorious. One would like
to think of the poinsettia as the symbol flower of
*The *'Civil Surgeon" was training his dog.
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